¢ Publication: Underdog Zine comes 
out quarterly (4 times a year) March, 
June, September, December. 

¢ Contributions: This zine is made up 


Contributorsm 


of contributions from U-Dog people 
and other people from all over hell. 
Although Ben Weasel once said about 
fanzines, “lf you either can't write 
enough to fill a fanzine or don't know 
anyone who can help you out, quit,” 

_ we're into anyone trying to get their 
best stuff in here. Feel free to send us 
submissions (art, stories, photos, 
whatever) or talk to us about having a 

-regular column. We can't promise 
that your submission will make it in. 

¢ Contribution Specifications: All text 
should be supplied as a text file on a 
Mac or IBM disk, or laserprinted or 
typed crystal fucking clear. \t's always 
a good idea to supply us with a 
printout if you're gonna send a disk. 
Call for details. If you do your own 
layout, make sure it fits in our 
7 1/2" x 10" image area specs. 

¢ Ads: In order to pay for the printing of 
this new format, we have to sell ads. 
See bottom of next page for ad info. 

¢ Deadlines: Zine #7 deadline for ads - 
and submissions: Nov. 15th. 

¢ Copyrights: Feel free to reproduce 
anything herein, but give credit where 
it's due! 

¢ Circulation: 2000 copies are printed 
and distributed everywhere we can 
-get them. Call Underdog if you want 
an extra million copies to take to 
shows or if you want your local record 
store(s) to carry them. . 


The printing of this issue was mostly 
paid for by money we made from 
selling ads; the rest was paid for by 
Underdog Records. It was laid out 
mostly with Macintosh desktop 
publishing technology. Most 
photocopying was scammed and 
mooched. Thanks to Jason Mojica 
and his Centris 650 & scanner for a lot 
of this layout. 


On 


You Should 
Know 


Our ad rates & sizes 
are listed to the 
right. Please supply 
us with camera 
ready artwork. If 
youre gonna draw 
your ad or 
something, don't use 
blue pen, cause it 
won't show up. 


If you 
questions 

formats, specs., etc., 
give us a call! 
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Rovey Wade, Douglas Ward, 
David M. (Gold)Smith Ill, 
Bob Fogarty, Brian Kozlovsky, 
Kevin Frank, Nafta Yoo, 
Kammy Swift, Julie Roberts 


“Where am I?” 
“The collective.” 


“Who are you?” I ask, 
eroggilly. 
“You are number six.” 


“T am not a number, I am a free man.” Maniacal 
laughter is heard in the background. 


It’s like I’ve just awoken in the village. The Prisoner. The Editor. The new editor. 
Issue number six. New beginnings. New rules. Anarchy rules. Alone by myself. I can 
only think in oxymorons. 


Six is a great number. Get three of them together and people get uptight. 666 is even a 
telephone prefix in Chicago. They wouldn’t stand for that in the Bible Belt. 


Underdog Magazine. Underdog. A magazine for underdogs. That’s kinda the 
Chicago way, too. Lookin’ out for the underdog. That’s what we’re after. 
Showcasing the underdog. So if you’re an underdog in the 
Chicagoland [do they call it New Yorkland or better, Cleveland 
Land?] area, submit, send, drop off, mail, Fed Ex, bicycle 
messenger, your stories, articles, photos, art, zine type stuff having 
to do with Chicago and/or the area to us. If you are from 
outside of the thirteen county area, send your submissions 
about Chicago, anywise. Write about what you 
think Chicago is like, or about that visit you 
made in third grade. You get the idea. We’re 
regionalists. If you don’t like it, start your own. 
And the world will be a better place for it. 


The new number six, 
Jack Geezer 
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guilty about’ being: depregsed, 
as if only,” ‘the weather can 
dictate your mood, especially if 
you live.on the plains; in Spain 
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Underdog, 


I have an old issue (#2), but I’m 
writing you because it is one of 
the dumbest ‘zines I’ve read in a 
while. It is the worst “zine I 


received this month. It’s cool that i 


you did Book Your Own Fucking 
Life, that you’re so involved in 
the scene, and that you even do a 
‘zine, but I think it stinks. But 
I’m not going to just pass your 
‘zine off as lame, because there is 
a disgusting (I won’t say offen- 
sive, ‘cause it’s cool to be offen- 
sive, don’t ya know) story about 
killing seals that also had a lot of 
slams against Eskimos. Even if 


it’s funny killing baby seals and 
being racist. But then I’m proba- 


bly just uptight and “can’t I take a 
_ Facility 

 Kincheloe, MI 49784-0001 
| Prison #205398 


joke?” 

Rejoice 

P.O. Box 78068 

RPO Grandview 

2606 Commercial Dr. 
Vancouver, BC V5N 5W1 
CANADA 


Took time out from this weeks 
meeting of Chicago Local 36 Seal 
Club. Unfortunately, the only 
Seals in town are at the zoo, and 
they have guards. We envy you 
Canucks, eh? 


— Ed. 


ST 


a zine out. J like what it’s got to 
say already and I can’t wait to see 
what’s going to be in it in the 
future. 


Scott 
Orland Park, IL 
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: Scott, please refer to the last letter 
_ before passing judgement. 


_— Ed. 


SARA RAR RANA 


Help! 


_ Incarcerated brown male wishing 

_ to begin educational future while 

_ incarcerated. Must raise $500 to 

_ enroll in college program offered 

_ by Ohio State University for the 

_ *94-’95 school year. I need to 

_ reach out to 50 people in the 

- entire U.S.A. willing to invest $10 
_ apiece into my education. I can’t 

_ do it myself. I’m not afraid to ask, 
' are you afraid to help? Please con- 


that story was a joke, I don’t think tact me for details... 


| Paul-X 


Chippewa Regional Correction 


_ It’s outstanding that members of 
_ the U.S. prison system are given 
_ the chance at the education they 
_ might not have had in the first 


place. Give Paul-X a hand. Also, 


- UNDERDOG Zine policy is now 
_ free copies to prisoners. Thank 
you. 


| Ed. 
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_ Finally, after five issues, we have 
I’m really glad that you guys have | 
_ could constitute a letters section. 
_ Dang!—you know how this 
_ works... Send us your comments & 
- opinions!!! 


received some responses that 


oh ak KKB ob KK KKK 


THe 
EnD 
oF THE 
day 


Laying in my bunk again, lis- 
tening to my bunky grind his 
teeth between congestive 
snores. The drag queen in for 
credit card fraud and the 
Muslim stud are breaking 
speed records to the right of 
me, and the hip hop twins to 
the left do battle with 
rhythm and rhyme. The 
sounds of fucking to the best 
of D.J. Quick. I think I’m 
gonna be sick. 


“It’s finally the end of the 
day.” I whisper to myself like 
I’m afraid someone will hear 
me, like I’m afraid I’ll hear 
myself. My stomach turns 
again and I swallow back 
down a mouthful of vomit. 
Then I reminiscence about 
the 3 hots I had to eat in 5 
minutes when I had to wait in 
line for ten: IT remember the 
day room and it’s soap opera 
drama: watching predators 
chase future fuck boys, or 
trading punks 11kKe baseball 
cards. And I have to keep 
remembering what they tell 
me: “The fuck boy’s the sissy 
faggot”. But what are you 
when you paid him to suck 
your dick? 


If I’m tired of that, I can silt 
down and listen to some 
young buck who came to 
prison and found “Allah” lec- 
ture me on the natural order 
of things. I’m informed that 
the “black-man” (whatever 
that 18) 1s God, whites are 
blue-eyed devils created by an 
evil “black” (that word again) 
mad scientist. I heard it all 
before, nothing new, nothin’ 
intelligent to me. I walk 
away, one of the F.O.1.’s ask 
me, “Who’s side are you on?” 
I reply, “My side”. 


I could always get a bag of 
raw credit or for a shot of my 
guts, down a quart of spud 
juice and pray I don’t get 
food poisoning, or some nut- 
meg for a cheap get-high 
feel. Hither way its a lost 
‘cause now. Reality might be 
better, but the after taste of 
1llusion.is death. 


80 I keep walkin’ around like 
I’m casing the joint, in and 
out of conversations I go, in 
and out of my mindI fall... 
couldn’t go back to my two- 
man cell built for one cause 
my bunky is doin’ the butt- 
naked thang with his man. 
No offense, just don’t like 
the concentrated stench of 
sweat, seed, and shit. 


Want to talk to someone, do 
something before I explode. 
Can’t see the shrink, he blew 
his brains out just before 
Christmas. 


Yeah, it’s the end of the day 
and I’m still here, falling to 
metaphysical pieces, step by 
step thru the endless maze. I 
think about sleep, little 
slices of death without 
dreams. Will I come to my 
senses realizing I’m staring 
into space? Or will I run from 
the invisible-man all night, 
just like every night for the 
last 18 years? 


I’m floating away. Listen to 
my heart beat. Listen to the 
tortured cries of humanity. 


I don’t want to see tomor- 
row’s sunshine... 


By Paul-X #205398 
Chippewa Regional 
Correctional Facility 
Kincheloe, Michigan 
49784-0001 


oO PISSYTIME 


I'm sure many of you 
might remember the band 
FRANKIE GOES TO 


HOLLYWOOD, that pop. 


reaction to the pop band 
from England that worked 
oh so hard to make us oh so 
wet. They put the hump back 
into beat-heavy music and 
taught a few repressed youth 
to enjoy their sexuality while 
making us realize that it's fun 
to shag each other. Well, they 
escaped my memory, as 
most one-hit-wonders do, 
until I picked up an intervie 


with Holly * ie 


Johnson, the 
singer of the ® 
aforementioned & 
Pleasuredome 
erectors. Yeah, he 
was queer. The 
band celebrated 7 
queerness in]. | 
more subtle ways 
than relax, don't| 
do. it... “token ee 
youre gonna 
cummmmmm... 
And, now Holly : 
has AIDS and He: % 
he’s talking volumes more 
about it than Magic is. 
(Magic’s press handlers 
probably make him tone 
down his chatter on the 
subject. Too bad; a lot of 
kids look up to Magic 
Johnson and they stand to 
learn a lot from him). I was 
driving down Irving Park one 
day, in a hurry as usual, 


when I saw this hulking 


mass of blue thing lying on 
the median. I saw scores of 
cars pass this thing, slowing 
to look at it, and then driving 
off into the eastern horizon 
towards Lake Michigan. It 
was evening and the hot, 
humid day was giving way to 
a hopefully cooler night. I 


GLEN 


finally made it up to the blue 
thing. After cursing a bunch 
of gawkers, I took a glance at 
it. It was a man wearing a 
blue shirt, blue trousers, and 
next to him laid a handful of 
blue clothing that was 
wrapped in plastic from the 
cleaners. His right arm was 
bandaged, like he just got out 
of the hospital. He was trying 
to stand up using his cane. 
Well, I saw this and stopped 
my car right in the middle of 
traffic and ran to the man in 
the median. It probably 
s wasn't the 
smartest thing to 
do judging by the 
angry honks of 
4 my fellow 
jcommuters. 
When I got to 
him, all he said 
was, “I fell, 'm 
sorry.” I smelled 
booze on_ his 
breath. I picked 
up his cleaning, 
and helped him 
stand and get on 
his way. Before he 
slowly ambled across the 
street, his blue eyes looked 
into mine, and he said, 
“Thanks.” One of the more 
vocal of the angry mob I had 
delayed in my small act of 
benevolence yelled, “Man, 
he’s drunk! It’s his own fault 
he’s layin’ there! What the 
fuck!” Holly said that he gets 
the same reaction. People 
think that because one is 
queer, it’s their fault for 
getting AIDS. It’s easier to 
deny the disease that way. 
Just as it was easy for 
everyone to drive past the 
man lying in the median, 
denying him help because it 
was his fault he lay there. 
Doesn't it make you blue? 


PANIC BUTTON 
FANZINE 


#7 OUT NOW - ON TOUR PUNK ROCK STYLE 
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Okay, so, here we were sitting once again in our not too crowded, roomy 15 x 12 foot living 
space, faced with the ultimate challenge of higher education: (No, not which bar won't card 
us) That of finding the ideal place away from the cubicle. We needed a place with resources 
to supply us with lots of caffeine, an environment where we can complete whatever must be 
turned in the next day, and one that is open 24-hours (everyone knows nothing can actual- 
ly be accomplished while it's still remotely light outside). Caryn and | have decided it’s our 
quest during our formative, college years to find this haven, (or will it be heaven)? We tried 
all the obvious spots: 


—the study lounge downstairs (yeah, that’s open 
always, but there’s all those other icky scary sorority peo- 
ple there) 


—the local Coffee Hell (but that’s only open till 11, and we always manage fo run into 
people we don’t want to see, it being local and all) 


—Denny’s (I don’t think so. That tends to be slimy, and | don’t think either of us are 
“punk rock” enough to be able to tolerate, infiltrate, or overthrow the Denny's Mission 
2000 to overtake the world by the turn of the century) 


—Melrose (the one with the bakery, but the only useful 
thing we found out was that they have really good 
bread. Holy bread, | believe it’s called). 


Left with what seemed to be the only option, (and hey, 
Caryn needed her boots shined) we got packed and headed for the airport. That's right, 
we're going to fly to Jamaica, mon, and hear some real reggae. Well, not really, but just 
pretend we did. We got together all the supplies we could ever need for me to study for my 
pseudo-Genetics (Genetics for “non-majors’) and Caryn to compose some 
soon-to-be-famous arias. We were set to begin our journey to the “L’. By 
this time, it was only about 10:30—so it was still early and relatively safe. 
Caryn thought it was especially fun to take the train to the end of the line. (I some- 
times wonder about her.) 


After one transfer at Washington and another half-hour, we were finally at 
O'Hare. We'd made it. Wow. As we went bouncing on the moving walkways to 
the United terminal, we wondered why no one questioned our lack of luggage. But, oh 
well, all the better to view the amazing colored neon and the warped Gershwin tune with- 
out huge portables to weigh you down. We arrived at our final destination (just a little air- 
line humor there) and set up camp. We were sharing 
space with the seven other soon-to-be weary travelers in 
our general area (yes, at one point | did get up and 
count). 


Well, flash ahead about three hours. The only real noise 
was the occasional vacuum sucking up pieces of stray popcorn, surely left by some adorable 
kids. Caryn was by now napping quite uncomfortably across three of four chairs, doing her 

by Christine share of tag-team sleeping, and I'd made it 3/4’s way through my pseudo-Genetics. 


and Caryn Eventually, it was late/early enough for us to begin wandering around the airport, only look- 
ing like we had a purpose. Warning: before 5 AM they don’t like people that aren't actually 
flying somewhere to be meandering aimlessly, so one must proceed with extreme caution. 


Finally, we found a cleaning lady who told us that we had 2 and 1/2 hours until we could 
fulfill the quest completely and get Caryn’s boots shined. To waste a little time and get 
something to eat (we don’t recommend airport shacking without bringing provisions), we 
patronized a very reasonably priced airport shop. (C'mon, $2 for a very small bottle of 
apple juice isn’t bad). While sitting at this table in the airport diner, Caryn realized that the 
sky had become a new shade of gray. The color change meant that contrary to my theory, a 
new day was about to slap us in the head (I have this trouble with believing that it is not 
tomorrow until I've slept). After we savored every last drop of our juice, we decided it was 
time to go see the sun rise. So, we caroused among many cadaverous travelers, some cov- 
ered by airline supplied blankets, sprawled very uncomfortably across chairs obviously not 
designed for this purpose, fo see the sun rise and planes land (It was really too early for 
any to be taking off). Once the sun did come up, we were frightened by how bright Mr. Sun 
actually can be. 


After more wandering, much strife, and the accidental information from a souvenir shop 
clerk that Caryn’s favorite shoe shine guy wouldn't be in till “oh, 8:30, maybe 9", we ven- 
tured to an open, not as blinding, sunny area, where a metal detector guy directed us to a 
lovely spot across from “Gate H”, where the shoe shine guys operated a shop right next to 
the Mrs. Field’s. Wow. Extra added bonus! (ding ding ding). We could eat and have our 
shoes shined. But, that would require creatively passing one more hellish hour. Caryn knew 
she wouldn't make it that last hour without some coffee. She had been dreading the even- 
tual doom of the sampling of AIRPORT COFFEE, but she had to succumb. The lucky girl was 
so coherent she even burned herself while adding cream. We were surrounded by the 
pleasant aroma/fog given off by the baking at Mrs. Field's only to be countered by many, 
far too many, early morning inconsiderate smokers. It was unfathomably nauseating. 


Some late night wisdom for you: the rest of the world doesn’t start until about 7 AM (at 
the earliest). Unfortunately, we had to stumble upon this revelation ourselves. At last the 
magical 7 AM struck and the shops opened. After giving the shoe shine guys time to get 
organized, Caryn pensively entered the shop, about to complete the great mission, the 
shining of the BIG BLACK BOOTS. As she was doing this | went and got a nice and warm 
chocolate chip cookie. Caryn emerged somewhat less elated than her last shoe shine expe- 
rience; “They weren't reflecting up at me.” She forced me, since | was wearing her other 
pair of boots, to go get them shined too, dammit. | had a pleasant argument with the shoe 
shine guy as he tried to choose a shade of polish much too dark for the boots, they were 
quite clearly more purple than black. Eventually | triumphed. 


So, with shiny shoes we headed back to the “L” to return to the wonderful world of Loyola 
in time for me to nap (to be sure that it would be tomorrow and I'd be able to take my test) 
and Caryn to make it to her 9:30 class. 


CDs: ILL SKIP ‘EM, THANKS. 


his is going to be a quickie... CDs. What’s all the flap? Why anyone would plunk down the extra dough for 
one of these “technological wonders” is way beyond me. First & worst, they are a symbol of manipulation by 

. them, the music industry and stereo gear corporations, upon you, the mindless lemming consumer (as they think of 
you). Here’s the pattern: you (or your parents) had vinyl LPs—then one day they weren’t good enough. 8-tracks 
were “in,” and vinyl out. Old releases were sold again, and everyone had to get new equipment to play them on. 
Everyone had 8-tracks—then one day they weren’t good enough. Cassettes were “in,” and 8-tracks out. Old releas- 
es were sold again, and everyone had to get new equipment to play them on. Everyone had cassettes—then one day 
they weren’t good enough. CDs were “in,” and cassettes out. Old releases were sold again, and everyone had to get 


events, so they bear the brunt of my resentment. Thanks be that Punk/HC and Rap have kept the LP alive, or we’d 
all be stuck with the scratchy (and damn are they scratchy—didn’t they advertise them as “indestructible” way back 
when?) digital, one-sided slabs. 

Second, can anyone really honestly say that the clarity of digital has enhanced their listening pleasure of 
BLATZ? Shit, I’ll bet that the best time most of you have ever had listening to music involved a college radio sta- 
tion, a car stereo with a blown speaker, a loud muffler, and an elbow or two in your ear from any of the other 9 
people crammed in the car on the way to some party or show (if not—go do so immediately.) Stick that in your bal- 
anced listening environment and smoke it! 

Finally, CDs make records boring. Most of you who’ve ever owned an LP that you really loved can identify 
any song on it by it’s position on the record, i.e. “oh yeah, song two, side one” or “that’s the third song on side 
two.” Now, if you’ve ever owned a CD, the only songs you might be able to pin down are the first two or three, and 
maybe the last. Hell, after all the bonus tracks are added and “rare” mixes are put in, the whole thing is a mind 
numbing drudge-fest—no matter who that band is. The modern human mind can’t concentrate that long on any- 
thing. That’s why pop (punk/rock/whatever) songs are 1 1/2 to 3 minutes long—because it feels right. In the same 
way, LPs, with their “turn the record over” intermission are “right” for getting everything on the album across the 
listener without overdoing it. The way it should be. Get in, get out. Live fast, die young. After all, this is punk, 
right? 

By Nafta Yoo 


(Editor’s note: In our policy of fairness, we are going to allow space for rebuttal, Thank You.) 


CDs: BuTT AGAIN. 


hated CDs, too. From the time of the first reports of a new, all encompassing panacea of magical digital technolo- 

gy and, specifically, the compact disc format replacing your antiquated old vinyl, I thought, scam. Quadraphonic, 
Reel to Reel, 8-track (big comeback on the horizon), and 45 (oh yeah, 45 already has comeback, bigger than ever), 
they got something new and improved and you better buy into it. Ever since Edison marketed his first cylinder they 
(you know, Them) have been upgrading and making the tired format you already have obsolete. 

I have hundreds of albums, maybe thousands, and now, suddenly, they ain’t no good no more, no how. No 
way, I thought. 

Years have past and I’m painted into a corner. Records that have been out of print for years are again avail- 
able. Pink Fairies, “Kings of Oblivion,” Dictators, “Go Girl Crazy.” What next? I searched for years for Captain 
Beefheart’s, “Spotlight Kid,” and “Clearspot,” on Long Player format and they reissued them together on one com- 
pact disc. I don’t think I’ve put enough emphasis here. I’m talking years. Paid top dollar in the big city for slightly 
beat copies. They reissued them together on one disc. I got a used copy for $8.00. 

But what to play it on. I couldn’t pull a hypocrite on this one. I’ve railed against CDs for years. I blew so 
much shit, I couldn’t allow it to fly back. So, I bought my girlfriend a compact disc player and I play them over at 
her place. My righteous conscious is clear. And I must say, it is slightly convenient to punch up one specific song 
from the remote control. Surface noise? so long! Thank you. 


By Rovey Wade, 


Dear Alpe, 

I got gum in my 
mohawk! Wéat I 
dor 

Sticrky- 93] 


Dear Sticky, 


behavin’ at 
a show and 
pissed some 
chic off enough that 
she just had to spit 
her gum in yer hair. (Not that I’ve ever done 
that...) AHEM To get out of this sticky situ- 
ation I suggest that you try Mom’s remedy of 


peanut butter (not chunky style) but since yer } 


punk and you don’t listen to yer mom you can 


try anything greasy to get gum out, like} 


Vaseline, WD-40, grease from off of yer bicy- 
cle chain OR you could just cut the gum out, 
but the end result will be a notch in yer 


mohawk so I suggest that you cut alternating | 
notches in it, giving it a rather industrial gear 


look. Hmmm, the gearhawk... a new trend, 
perhaps? OR just mow the damn thing off. 


DEAR ALPO, 
WHENEVER I GO OUT MY MOM STALKS 
ME. THE WORST PART IS THAT SHE'S 


NOT EVEN COVERT ABOUT IT. YOU CAN | 
SPOT HER A MILE AWAY WITH HER RED | 
SATIN ROBE AND FUZZY PINK SLIPPERS. | 


IT’S GETTING EMBARRASSING. HELP! 
SIGN ME 
WALKED AND ST ALKED 


Dear Stalked, 


What’s so embarrassing about that? OBVI- | 
OUSLY your mom CARES about you. With 
the intent to protect you she’s just another | 


SuperMom who doesn’t know how to conceal } 
| JAZZ - ALTERNATIVE - BLUES - 


CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE... 


Methinks you | 
must have | 
been mis- | 
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HYDE PARK - 5210 S. HARPER LINCOLN PARK 
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OVER 9,000 USED CD'S 
GREAT SELECTION OF IN STOCK 
NEW AND USED 


LARGE ALTERNATIVE MUSIC 
SELECTION 


NEW CD’S AT EVERY DAY 


SLASSICAL 
LP’S AND CD'S LOW PRICES 
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Give 'Em The Business! 

4 catchy pop/punk songs for just $3 
ppd.! What else can | say that would 
make you want fo buy it? Uh, Tim 
Yohannan said he liked it. 


2427 So. 58th Ct. 


Cicero, IL 60650 


Checks Payable to 
Jason Mojica 


her identity with the red satin cape (not robe) 
and fuzzy pink slippers! But if she’s an 
EvilMom with the intent to spank, then the 
new anti-stalking laws can protect you. They 
state that an EvilMom can’t come within 
three feet of swinging distance with any 
spanking instrument such as belt, paddle, or 
wooden spoon. If she violates the anti stalk- 
ing law, she can be sentenced up to three 
months in jail or if she’s a repeat offender she 
can be sent to the INSTITUTE OF OVER- 
BEARING AND REPRIMANDING MOMS 
for an intensive four month behavior modifi- 
cation program. If all else fails, I suggest that 
you simply join her. Stalking with yer mom 
could be a healthy learning experience. 


Dear Alpo, 


The other day I asked my friend Ben if I 
Covld BORROW 2a book and he said, “NO, 
byt I'll LEND ¢t to You.” What's the deal 


With this BORROW/LEND stuf £7 What's 
| the proper dif fFerencer 


Dan on Belmont 


Dear Dan on Belmont, 
If you really had said, “Ben can I BORROW 


| this book,” I’m sure he wouldn’t have been a 
| smart ass emphasizing grammar that need not 


be corrected. But methinks, oh!, I mean, I 
think you must have asked using poor gram- 
mar. Obviously you must have asked, “Ben, 
can you BORROW me that book?” to have 


| been granted such a smart ass reply. So, Dan, 


in the future just remember that you BOR- 
ROW FROM and LEND TO, got it? Good 
Luck with your grammar and watch out for 
the Grammar Police. 


PLEASE SEND ANY QUESTIONS, 
COMMENTS, OR OPINIONS TO ALPO 
C/O THE U-DOG ZINE. THANX TO ALL 

CONTRIBUTORS! 


Eleven weird things that happened 


while we were on tour by RobRoy M. Campbell 


From June 24th to August 1st, 1993 my band, SELF HELP MANTRA, and another local Chicago area 
band, GAUGE, toured together across the country. 10,581 miles and eight smelly sweaty people in all. 
We had a huge 1975 ambulance and my roommate Carolyne's Ford Taurus with us, until the Taurus 
broke down in Texas. We left her there and continued with the other seven of us all in one van. The 
people lineup was Teddy, Dave, and me from SHM, Gub, Kevin, Neil, and Ryan from GAUGE, and ari- 
ver/roommate/roadie Carolyne. Weird shit was bound to happen, and it did. Here's some of it... 


June 24, 1993— Minneapolis, MN 
After playing a show in the basement 
of the Emma Center, a collectively run 
anarchist community center stuffed to 
the gills with radical anarchist litera- 
ture and other political propaganda, 
the soundman sings his own version 
of the Vandals' "Anarchy Burger", 
which went as follows... 

America stands for freedom 

But if you think you're free 


Try walking into the Emma Center 
And saying something un-P.C.! 


It's funny if you know the song... 


June 26, 1993— Mankato, MN 


We played a show in Mankato and 
afterwards went to sleep in a wooden 
shed that this guy Dan Fisher made 
into his bedroom. It was in the side 
yard of his parent's mobile home in a 
trailer park. After a night of watching 
punk shows that Dan had videotaped, 
we woke up to the sight of a black dog 
that had been spray painted orange 


and was jumping around happily and 
wagging his tail, completely oblivious 
to his new appearance. 


June 28, 1993— Boulder, CO 


We got into Boulder at the crack of 
dawn and had the day to kill before 
our show that evening. At one point in 
the afternoon, we had parked the van 
next to a park, and 5 out of 7 of us 
were asleep next to the van on the 
grass. The other two of us (me & 
Gub) were fixing a fuse for the tail- 
lights. A completely crazed lunatic 
who seemed at the time to be at least 
8 feet tall, (probably only about 6) and 
had a head the size of a beach ball, 
came walking down the street showing 
his middle finger to all passers by. As 
this enormous beast passed us (me 
totally unaware of his presence at the 
time, stuck under the dashboard) Gub 
grew nervous. The nut suddenly dart- 
ed behind the van toward the grass 
where the other 5 of us were sleeping, 
and leapt on top of sleeping Dave and 
proceeded to punch him in the face. 
Gub ran over and punched the nut in 
the ribs a couple of times. | ran up in 
time to see Teddy (well trained martial 
arts dude) hurl the beast through the 


air, causing the guy to land entirely on 
his head onto the pavement. His head 
sounded like a melon splatting. He 
started yelping loudly and got up and 
chased some little kids riding bicycles. 
We called the cops. Dave had a 
bloody lip. 


June 29, 1993— Boulder, CO 

Seth, bass player for Oakland, CA's 
"Sinker", said, "That guy is disgusting. 
That guy is a beast!", referrigg to Gub. 


e 
We visited the Great Salt Lake, in 
Utah, the state with no shade. It 
smelled like shit, making the early 
morning Denny's breakfast even hard- 
er to digest. We left soon after, and 
the curvy road at high speed caused 
Rectum Rapsys (Ryan) to power- 
vomit all over Carolyne's car. 


July 2, 1993- Somewhere in N. California 
We got pulled over by a California 
state trooper and Kevin was issued a 


$103.00 ticket for slowing! (Driving 


too slow in the left lane.) 


cramento, C 


We stayed with and received much 
appreciated hospitality from the funni- 
est people on this planet: David 
Goldsmith Ill, (the guy on the front 
cover of the first Achtung Chicago 
comp.), and his hilarious roommates 
Ed and Hal. We woke up in the morn- 
ing and Hal randomly picked up his 
stereo receiver in one hand, an M-80 
in the other, and went out into the 
back yard and blew the thing up. 
Stereo shrapnel flew everywhere, 


including a major chunk which flew 
over the neighbor's fence and missed 
the neighbor dog by a matter of inch- 


es. 


Sometime in July, 1993— Somewhere, U.S.A. 
| forgot when and where this hap- 
pened, but sometime during the first 
half of our tour, our bass player Dave, 
who was totally out of money at that 
point, volunteered in the middle of the 
night at a gas station somewhere to 
beat off in front of everybody to the 


_ point of ejaculation, while looking at an 


ad for a strip joint in Las Vegas that 
had a picture of a woman in a pink 
bikini. If we accepted his offer, he 
would receive a jackpot of a whopping 
13 dollars that we all put together. We 
accepted, and he followed through on 
his offer. He blew his load on napkins 
we laid out on the floor of the van, 
while me, Carolyne, Ryan, Gub, and 
maybe Neil (I can't remember if Neil 
saw or not) all watched. Teddy was 
on the nearby payphone and was 
pissed as hell that Dave blew his load 
before he had a chance to witness it. 


July 9, 1993— El Paso, TX 

This one's too hard to explain so I'll be 
brief. Dave drove the van into a three 
foot high concrete wall on accident 
and completely smashed the wall 
down into huge chunks of concrete all 


over the parking lot, without even 
putting a scratch on the van. 


June 23, 1993— New York City, NY 

| was at a ma and pop convenience 
store across from ABC No Rio when | 
saw a Cat inside the store chasing a 
rat. Then | realized the rat was cock- 
roach. | have never seen such an 
insanely huge cockroach in all of my 
existence. 


July 25 ingto 

| was trying to start the van in front of 
my rad friend Donna's house when it 
backfired incredibly loud and caused 
both Gub and Kevin to drop dead from 
cardiac arrests. 


Selling Original Artwork By Chicago's 
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credit-card orders soon. Sounds too good to be true? We've been doing this over 3 years now and the 
fact that we have 85% return customers every .time-we put out an update speaks for Itself. 
For C.0.0. orders (U.P.S. only and you must have a verifiablé phone number listed In your name or your 
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OTZ RECORDS, INC. 
17 NORTH ELIZABETH STREET 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60607-1911 
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““ “OLIDAY 2”? 


(or, The Chronicles of Thor & Bob whist awa’ in Lands Abroad) by Robert G. Fogarty 


SUNDAY, May 30th, 1993 (about 1:05 PM) NEWARK, NJ. U.S.A, (AIRPORT) 
Well! This is it! our adventures begin! Will our heroes endure the perils which 
await them? Read on if ye be of sturdy stock and courageous disposition to have 
the answer to this and many other questions revealed... 

Soon. In the meantime, relax with us in the scenic Newark, New Jersey airport 
where our adventurers find themselves awaiting their connecting flight to London, 
England. FOR SIX HOURS! Hooray? Much doubts abound. The story thus far: 
Left Chicago’s O’ Hare International Airport at about 10:00 am after staying awake 
all night packing, pushing Thor’s dead auto into my driveway, watching EVIL 
DEAD movies, and sword fighting with big wooden swords our pal Andy was 
kind enough to supply. Alison was going to buy us big old knee socks for our 
Hiking in the Highlands Wildemess Tour, but I think she forgot (thank all lucky 
stars)! Thor’s Dad (Odin?) got us safely to the launching pad. The flight to 
Newark was really...ummm...smooth (for a pilot on CRACK!) I’m so happy to be 
on the ground with all native digits attached that Newark doesn’t seem so bad at 
all. The usually irritating din of Airport Muzak is even welcome for the time 
being. I think we’re both just really glad to be alive. Got a good view of behemoth 
New York City from every imaginable angle on the flight in (courtesy 
of the aforementioned crack pilot who seems to have not QUITE 
gotten the hang of... er...piloting!) I'll enjoy my time fas- 
tened safely to Mother Earth while it lasts because in 
another 5 and a half hours, we get to continue our 
impossible mission by air once again! I’ll most surely 
be asleep no matter the danger as I’m way damned 
tired. 

There is a fast food Chinese restaurant here called 
Wok & Roll. Quaint airport “culture” rears its 
ugly head! Rahhhhrir! 


STILL IN NEWARK. SEVERAL (NOT 


Okay! Airport Pub opened, so Thor & I decided 

to drown a pint apiece and play a spot of chess... 
Outcome? I soundly whup him TWICE! I like that. 
But he can still kick my tail in darts, so I’d best be 
wary. The wait continues. 


Nothing to do but write in my journal. Thor does the 
same. Sitting. More waiting. 8 year old kid runs around us 
making exploding spaceship noises for half an hour. We move. 
And wait. I’m so tired I honestly have fears that my eyes will bleed 
(and on me- with a freshly laundered shirt, too! No way to make a first impres- 
sion on a foreign immigrations official, eh? “ME WANT IN YOUR COUNTRY! 
NOW! ME ONLY BLEED A LITTLE!” J think I’ll need to sleep soon. 
MONDAY, MAY 31st, 1993 (Quarter to Noon) IN TRANSIT TO EDINBURGH 
Good things are afoot! We’ve escaped Newark and the U.S. of A.! An uneventful 
plane trip (preferable to yesterday’s debacle. THIS pilot was on something a little 
milder. (Heroin, maybe?) After having flown into London’s Gatwick Airport, we 
changed our U.S. currency over to British pounds and presented our passports for 
inspection to the officials at the gate. Thor and I wound up in separate lines. I was 
brought before this very stern looking woman who found it necessary to ask me a 
great number of questions pertaining to the nature of my visit, how it was 
financed, when I would be RETURNING (yes! she stressed it just like that!) and 
would | please present my RETURN airplane ticket for her inspection? Whoops! 
Funny thing was, Thor was holding on to both of our tickets and he was 
NOWHERE IN SIGHT! Apparently, he had not been grilled as harshly as I and he 
had been given clearance to proceed! PANIC! PANIC! RED ALERT! Hoping this 
would not be the hasty end to my only slightly begun joumey, I (clearly in dis- 
tress) begged to go forward and find “my friend who has the tickets”! She coldly 
allowed me to do so (brrrr!). After some mad scrambling through the chuming 
masses of domestics and fellow foreigners, I spotted Thor, got the ticket, and 
dashed back to present myself for further interrogation. I felt like a very bad dog 
by the time she finally stamped my passport and gave me the go-ahead. And 
then...after going through the gate and claiming my backpack from the baggage 
area, a sudden sense of loss overcame me. Just around then did I realize that the 
beret I had been wearing on the plane was missing! Fearing another encounter 
with “Border Lady”, I nervously flagged down an official looking airport employ- 
ee (who was wearing quite a spectacular hat of his own, so I was pretty sure that 
he would sympathize with my plight). After not much time at all, he radioed for 


help and it was received! With beret once again firmly affixed to the top of my 
head, we utilized our rail passes to get from the airport to London proper. When 
the “Gatwick Express” train dropped us off in the city, I made the first move in our 
grand plan. I called our pal, Matt (a really cool English guy who had attended 
school at U.of I. and only just returned to his homeland a few short weeks ago) at 
his home number in Newark, England (it seems a curse of ours that the word, 
“Newark” plagues our journey more than once. Or...even once). Matt had told us 
that he might not actually be in Newark (dam), but hunting for jobs and a place to 
stay in Stirling, Scotland (which is just a little bit northwest of Edinburgh). Some 
very polite fellow answered the phone and confirmed that Matt was, indeed in 
Stirling and he kindly proceeded to supply me with the necessary phone number to 
the place where he was presently staying. With brave heart (and much grateful 
thanks to WHOEVER it was | spoke to at Matt’ s house), I phoned the Stirling 
number. After a few rings, a young woman answered with a tired but friendly, 
“Hello!” When I asked if I could please speak to Matt, she explained that he was 
still sleeping (Sheesh! It was before 1 PM! What was I thinking?), but I could 
leave a message if I liked. Forgetting the obvious foolishness of my next state- 
ment, I said something like, “Oh! could you tell him that Bob & 
Thor called? We’re some friends of his FROM THE 
STATES!” There was only the briefest of pauses as she 
replied (not unkindly), “Oh! I could sort of tell by the 
accent!” We had a bit of a giggle over that as I 
remembered that here I was the foreigner-the minor- 
ity-the ONE WHO TALKED FUNNY! Must file 
that away for future use... So I told her that I’d 
call back a little later, and could she please let 
him know that we were in the country? She 
assured me that she would. After hanging up, I 
consulted with Thor and we decided that we 
would proceed onward to bonnie Scotland’s 
enchanting capitol, Edinburgh and call Matt 
when we got there. At this point, Thor was able 
7 to navigate our journey by using The 
Underground trains (much akin to the “L”) and 
bustle us along to the correct station from which we 
would be departing for destinations northward. We’re 
presently on the “Flying Scotsman” express train to 
Edinburgh. My current impressions of the surrounding 
countryside we speed past at around 100 m.p.h. follow thus: 
1)There are a great many Nuclear Power Plants to be seen (as good 
sir Thor likes to point out), and 2)Sheep! And lots of them! In a moment of tem- 
porary delusion (of which there have been many, what with sleep withdrawal and 
culture shock merging to form a winning combination), I for some reason men- 
tioned something about “Hordes of Vampire Sheep roaming the fields” to Thor. 
And what had he to say to that? 
“NOSFERBAHHHHHHTU!” 
Count me as too tired to hit him. 
STRONGBOW CIDER is my new and much loved friend! Purchased on board the 
ever-onward “Flying Scotsman”, this tasty refreshment is like apple juice WITH A 
KICK! I’m sure it will be just as easily found when we reach a stable destination. 
OME EP. ED O ; 
Ahhh! To actually BE someplace and not stuck in transit going FROM one place 
TO another! And of all the places to be! Edinburgh is, from even our limited habi- 
tation of it’s boundaries (well- Thor’s been here before, but his desire to return 
must prove that there’s SOMETHING to be said for this place), a Big Town of 
many wonders. I call it a “Big Town” to avoid use of the word “City”—which (for 
me, anyway) conjures up images of ugly, modern high-rises, unkempt walkways, 
swamns of busybodies rushing about in desperate need to pile upon’ one another 
within the confines of countless claustrophobic office buildings, crime, frustrated 
motorists venting their mutual disagreements about the pace of traffic in loud 
blasts of angry car hom melee, dirt (floating in the air and stuck to EVERYTHING 
instead of being on the ground having leafy, green things growing out of it), anda 
never-ending need to be vigilant against the possibility of accidentally stumbling 
into “The Wrong Neighborhood”. Yep, Edinburgh is the nicest “Big Town” I’ve 
yet encountered in my travels. Like, like, like it LOTS! Any description I could 
chance would be inappropriately inadequate, so go there for yourself and stop nos- 
ing around in my joumal, dammit! Any tourism pamphlet on the subject of 
Edinburgh will be happy to convey the majesty of various “attractions” like The 


Castle, Holyroodhouse, any of the treasures to be found in a variety of museums 
located (for the most part) within comfortable walking distance of one another, 
and Edinburgh’s color—oops! colourful history. We spent the rest of the day in 
search of: 1)Accommodations, (mission accomplished), and 2)Food. Well, we did 
find food. Kind of. Thor had Fish & Chips (which were probably very good), and I 
chose the (rightfully so) cheaper option of pizza. WHOOPS! It was okay, I sup- 
pose, but not superb. Sort of a bland crust with cheese melted on top and a few 
mushrooms tossed into the mixture of “ingredients” for a halfhearted attempt at 
flavor (ooh! sorry- “flavour”). As far as accommodations go, the place we’re stay- 
ing seems nice enough. The sign outside calls it “The Crion Guest House”. Kind 
of a long haul from anywhere of interest to tourists, but not far from the essentials 
(grocery stores & PUBS!). The people in charge are polite, but no more than is 
necessary, it would seem. No curfew, though, and showering & toilet facilities are 
located right next door. I could have imagined it to be much worse. An observa- 
tion: I’m finding myself saying the word, “What?” (Yes! posed as a question) an 
awful lot today, and this can most possibly be due to these two things: 1)The 
natives of this island speak some “Crazy Moonman Language” (Yeah, I stole that 
term from the DAVID LETTERMAN BOOK OF TOP TEN LISTS. It was meant 
to be (only) one of the key reasons that Dan Quayle didn’t like to visit France), 
and, 2)My ears are STILL all goofy from the series of flights we had to endure to 
arrive here. While recently mentioning The French, I find it necessary to relate one 
of the stranger excerpts from the day: Thor & I went to the great big park located 
in the foreboding shadow of Edinburgh Castle where they have a several-hundred 
foot monument to Sir Walter Scott (That’s quite impressive judged upon it’s own 
merits. In tandem with the surroundings, even more so). And while we were mak- 
ing our way down the zillion or so steps it takes to get from anyplace to anyplace 
else, I spotted a herd of about 20 teenagers with multicoloured hair chasing each 
other and shouting things in French. They weren’t punk (or GRUNGEGRUNGE- 
GRUNGE!), or anything, they just seemed like any assorted pack of your average 
school kids that took it upon themselves to adopt bright red, green, pink, and 
orange hairdos. To all appearances, they were having a grand ol’ time-oblivious to 
all wondering glances that anyone happened to be casting their way. Cool! Even if 
they WERE French. Back in MY day...(to be followed by the sighs of an elderly 
man on pondering his long-past spent years of boyhood)... Slept a good portion of 
the day away-too much excitement in such a short span of time, I guess. More to 
explore on the morrow with a refreshed and invigorated spirit! G’night! I dine on 
apple Pop-Tarts and drift awa’ to sleepland... ZZZZZZZ 


According to Thor, the title to the episode about to be described could easily be: 
THE GOOD, THE BAD, AND THE BREAKFAST. I’m inclined to agree and 
soon you will, too. Awakened by the tap, tap, tapping at our chamber door at 8:00 
am (Dadbum it! I thought I was on vacation!), we readied ourselves for a rousing 
breakfast of whatever our hosts deemed us worthy to ingest. I wrestled with unco- 
operative contact lenses for an eternity before they finally decided to suction them- 
selves to my blind eyes while Thor unhelpfully yelled at me to “HURRY UP!” (no 
doubt disgruntled from being kept awake by one of my alleged “Snore Fests” pre- 
vious to our Breakfast Call). When we approached the Dining Quarters, we were 
enchanted by the welcoming din of domestic table-chatter over hearty breakfasts 
being enjoyed by fellow guests. Cheery seemed the moming’s merriment... That 
is—until we braved the opening of the door... Silent fell the room as our bold young 
heroes made their way into the Dining Arena. Forks and spoons en route toward 
greedily gaping mouths halted their ascending paths- hanging suspended in midair 
with their cargos of heavenly morsels remaining undelivered for the time being. 
All conversation ceased, every eye glued to any potentially threatening movements 
we might foolishly decide to pursue. The entire general assembly of early morning 
breakfast-goers gawked at us like we were “Bad Guys” in an old (er...sorry, Auld) 
Western Movie. Gee, I guess the fake vampire teeth Thor had crammed into his 
mouth and the bright orange shirt he was wearing that displayed the endearing 
“ALL SERVE SATAN!” logo weren’t THAT big of a hit, after all. Oh, well. 
Conversation and other normal functions of breakfast consumption resumed about 
thirty seconds later and we were seated by our courteous (but only in the most per- 
functory manner) hostess, Eileen. Eggs, sausage, toast, tea, & juice were the 
offered cuisine. Surprise, surprise-rooms all booked for tonight (we had planned 
on staying at least one more before moving on). The “Fake vampire teeth & All 
Serve Satan shirt” were part of a hoax that I, the humble narrator chose to play 
upon you, the unsuspecting (HA!) reader, but the result would have been much the 
same if it had been a true part of the story, be most assured! Ushered off to the 
front door (you know- THE WAY OUT), our hostess told us we could go to the 
Bed & Breakfast across the street and tell them that she had sent us because she 
was out of rooms, but we decided we would call our friend Matt.and try to make 
our way further north. In any case, we vowed to retum to Edinburgh before our 
journeys end. As it was still far too early to bother Matt, we wandered about 
Princes Street (Edinburgh’s version of Michigan Avenue—where unnecessary, 


pricey wares are offered to unsuspecting tourists. Every city has one. Or two. Or...) 
Thor made the purchase of a Diet Coke, and I sat outside, writing in my journal, 
enjoying the din of a bagpipe-playing street performer. In time, we got to the train 
station and called Matt at what we believed to be a reasonable hour. We were 
wrong. He was still asleep. So Thor and I, being inclined to follow the yearnings 
of our respective swashbuckling, adventure-loving hearts, decided to take the train 
to Stirling and be damned if he wasn’t awake when we made our next call upon 
arrival. Well... the train only took about 40 minutes, so we thought we’d wander a 
bit in this unknown territory before disturbing Rip Van Matthew again. Upon spot- 
ting a big, castle-looking thing sticking out of a distant hilltop, Thor pointed, we 
both grinned our widest grins, and we made a beeline toward the formidable tower 
we were certain we would never actually reach (To Dreeeeam the Impossible 
Dreeeam!). On the way, we meandered through what seemed mostly to be the 
dreary, ugly part of town, over a bridge and over a tunnel in which we were certain 
many locals had met violent ends in disagreements over financial matters. (This 
was a college town, for crying out loud! How else is a cash-strapped youngster 
attending university expected to pull his/her weight on the tab for the various beer 
runs made throughout the school year? Huh? You bet). It was in this part of 
Stirling that Thor claims to have been insulted by a passing busload of wildly ges- 
ticulating youngsters energetically giving him the “Thumbs Down” sign, but I 
wasn’t looking, so I missed out. I think I was alerted to the fact that something was 
up when I heard Thor spit a big gob of Throat Clog at the nearest window (And 
make contact! That’s my buddy). As we continued our quest, we found ourselves 
in a residential area which would’ve been boring except for the fact that we dis- 
covered a playground (!) upon which we released many (nay-not all) of our child- 
ish tensions. After even this grew tiresome, much time had passed and we deemed 
ourselves deserving of another opportunity to attempt contact with the elusive 
Matt. More time passed before we actually found a pay phone and made the call. 
This time, he was up (Actually, I think his roommate was getting perturbed with 
taking messages and decided for Matt that it was high time he be getting out of 
bed)! He sounded happy enough to hear from us, and when I told him that we had 
taken the initiative of showing up in his town, he said, “Great! Meet me at the train 
station in 45 minutes!” (I tried to give him our present coordinates, but apparently 
we were in a part of Stirling that even HE wasn’t familiar with. The Boondocks). 
So we found our way back to the train station (amazingly enough with few hitch- 
es) and Matt showed up shortly thereafter with warm greetings exchanged betwixt 
both parties. It was damed nice to see another familiar face, I must say! For the 
next few hours, we saw many things of interest which we would have easily 
passed up without a second thought had Matt not been here to give us ample rea- 
son to stop. These things included: 1)The Dreaded Graveyard of the Ancients: 
Graveyard in every sense of the word. “Cemetery” doesn’t sound anywhere near 
creepy enough to describe this moumful resting place for the mortal flesh of many 
persons long since through with the wakeful world. Many graves, centuries old, 
and a few from more recent decades scatter themselves about the rock-strewn hills 
that compose this area. One tomb, in particular, consists of an eerie statue of a 
female figure enclosed within a metal-framed glass case. Almost all of the glass 
has been broken, creating a jagged-edged prison for the figure contained within, 
and certain doom for any who would dare attempt an entrance into the forbidden 
domain... Very goth, and Matt made some kind of comment to the effect that it 
looked like it should be on the cover of a DEAD CAN DANCE album... 2)Matt’s 
Apartment: By leading us through the more metropolitan areas of Sterling (you 
know, where they have famous age-auld Scottish establishments like “Burger 
King” and “McDonald’s”), Matt was happy to show us the apartment in which he 
was staying. By jumping from the hustle and bustle of Stirling’s main street, he 
covertly disappeared down a dark passageway which had been obscured by a fore- 
boding black door... Verrrry James Bond-like! Within this “secret hideout”, he 
introduced us to a couple of his roommates (names, for now, escape me, but they 
seemed very friendly) and gathered a few things that he needed for our further 
wanderings in the outside world. On the way out, I spotted an ENTIRE DOOR 
SECTION FROM A TELEPHONE BOOTH attempting to hide shyly behind a 
couple of house plants! I stopped to congratulate whoever happened to be listening 
on their amazing find, but I was assured that it was really NOT, in fact, a “find”! 
Exact details were withheld, but the nature of it’s present occupation within the 
apartment was clear... 3)The Pub: I needn’t really go into detail. Average pub type 
place during a quiet time of the day. Tried a pint of some local brew called 
“Alloa”. Kicked back and chatted for a while, having Matt make an entry into 
“Starlog” (Thor’s hand-held tape recorder). ***Horrifying pub discovery*** 
MAD DOG 20/20 offered in small bottles at high prices as an “import”! The 
unsuspecting are NOT going to be pleased... 4)The Wallace Monument: 
Remember that “castle-looking thing” Thor and I had pursued like two dingy Don 
Quixotes upon arrival into town earlier in this over-lengthy narrative? And remem- 
ber how we hadn’t really expected to achieve our goal, but thought it would be fun 
to follow it anyway? Well, me hearties, the goal DID become achieved! The “cas- 


tle-looking thing” tumed out to be a gigantic monument built by the Scots in the 
late 19th Century to memorialize William Wallace, a national hero of theirs who 
fought for independence from England way back some time in the 1200’s. The 
monument itself was only 200 & something feet tall, but the hill upon which it had 
been built was over 300 feet tall! As we prepared to make the monster climb to the 
very tip-top, we chanced upon another playground at the foot of the hill which was 
graced with actual see-saws! Thor called them “Teeter-Totters”, which made Matt 
laugh at him. Given the option to take the long, gradual path or the short, steep 
path skyward toward the monument, we chose the short, steep path... By the time 
we were at the top of the hill (but still at the base of the monument), we weren’t 
dead...only wishing that such an easy fate could fall upon us and bring the mad- 
ness to an end. No such luck. We recovered and climbed the zillion (pardon me if I 
underestimate) steps to the top of the monument, stopping periodically to rest and 
view the different exhibits placed along the way. Pethaps the most impressive dis- 
play was Wallace’s actual sword- which suggested its bearer to have been a man 
of mammoth proportions (6 1/2- 7 feet tall). Very “Ripley’s Believe It or Not”! 
Wallace may have been the “Conan the Barbarian” of his day, but he was still cap- 
tured by the English, disemboweled, and drawn & quartered... (The view once the 
tower has been conquered is unbelievable. Surrounding hills, mountains, and val- 
leys stretch to the horizon, allowing you to see the puniness of humanity’s best 
efforts to make a mark on the landscape. The town of Stirling cringes 
below...awaiting your inevitable retum). And then it was down, down, down the 
many steps and paths to meet the green fields of planet Earth again. Not anywhere 
near as bad on the descent as it was on the upward climb. 5)Stirling University: 
Stirling University is pretty typical of any college you’d be able to find anywhere. 
With a few exceptions. Rabbits. Dozens everywhere you care to look. Has a very 
“Watership Down” feel to it. 
Surrounded by hills where Matt said 
we could probably camp without being 
harassed by the locals (who often take | 
it upon themselves to commit violent | 
acts on the student population when the | 
pubs let out. Neat). Matt told us a story | 
about a time he was showing a girl 
from California around the area. They 
had gone up into the hills where there 
are to be found, if one knows where to § 
look, various prehistoric standing 
stones (like Stonehenge, but a lot 
smaller). Anyway, they were at one 
such arrangement of stones and he was 
telling her about weird cults that fre- 
quent such places and utilize them in § 
various rituals. And while wandering 
about the site, one of them happened to 
upset a bucket, out of which poured the blood and entrails of SOMETHING...I 
think it was at the telling of this particular story that Thor and I each decided to 
ourselves we wouldn’t be camping in them thar hills. We took the bus back to 
downtown Stirling (riding the TOP level, speeding along [to our American percep- 
tions] the WRONG side of the road), wished fond farewell to Good Sir Matt with 
the far fam’d “Gladiator Handshake” which he remembered from our parting in 
the US just a few weeks ago, and made a hasty retreat to the train station where we 
chose to go EVEN FARTHER NORTH to Aberdeen. Adventure “Ho! More cold. 
More dismal. More Moonman... Now Thor & I are sitting in this place called “The 
Bell Hotel” in scenic, downtown Aberdeen. We arrived at around 8:00 PM (night 
when everything closes, apparently) and lucked out by grabbing the last room they 
had. The register fellow is a friendly sort named (I think), Norman. Like Norman 
Bates...He’s really nice, though, and was curious as to why Americans would be 
hanging around Aberdeen during “this time of the year”. After a bit of wandering 
in the cold dampness for a couple of hours, we’ve been pondering that very thing. 
Not too much to see or do that we’ve come across. Thor’s washing his dirty socks 
and shirt in the sink, and I’m off to shower off the soil of the day... Oh! Almost 
forgot (I’m back from the shower, now, and the hot steam must have jogged my 
memory banks.) A couple of things DID happen while we were out wandering that 
are worth mentioning. We encountered a “Death Metal Bonanza” on our journey 
through the gray streets of Aberdeen which caused the shadows we cast to length- 
en... It took place in a really respectable looking pub outside of which had a cool, 
painted sign of a village dandy in 18th Century garb imbibing a mug of lager 
hanging above the door. Grim findings, indeed- we tumed ourselves awa’ and fled 
while the going was to be had. Grindcore no friendly! Oh, St. “E” protect us! St. 
“E” (if I may pause to explain), is a tiny medallion of Elvis (the Presley) Thor 
keeps attached to his person at all times that we may be sheltered from all potential 
perils that may await to ensnare us. Odd it may sound, but it seems putting some 


kind of faith in such a ridiculous icon as the King of Rock n’ Roll helps to relieve 
some of the pressure we’re destined to face, so 1 won’t openly “mock what I do 
not understand” (leastwise, not until we’ve safely landed at O’Hare). The other 
funny tidbit which occurred during our short stay here in Aberdeen: A carload of 
English tourists stopped their car to ask US for directions! I started to explain that 
this was really our first night here and that we actually had only just arrived, but I 
think they took note of my “Outrageous Accent” and realized they were asking the 
wrong folks... But they were good-natured, and we all had a pretty good chuckle 
about it. 
W Y. JU C 200 
The most frightening wake-up call of my natural, young life occurred this very 
moming. A peaceful slumber amongst the clouds of my pleasant little dreamland 
came crashing down at the wee hour of 8:00 AM and it sounded something like 
this: “HAGADABAGUAMAMURRRRDIAMBREK-FEST?!?” (Accompanied 
by murderously loud knockings upon the bedroom door). Where was I? What was 
happening? Something of monumentally dangerous proportions, I assumed...but | 
couldn’t be quite sure. I was dimly aware of there being someone else in the room 
who seemed just as confused as I was. I chanced as non-weak of a “What?” as I 
could muster toward the potentially harmful inquisitor (| THOUGHT they were 
asking some kind of question). And then, again: “HAGADABAGUAMAMUR- 
RRRDIAMBREK-FEST?!?” I thought some vague thoughts about Scotland- had I 
dreamt them? Seconds passed that seemed like minutes... The other person in the 
room... Thor? Also probing the air with pleas of “What?” to our invisible persecu- 
tor. The same strange utterings continued for some time... And then...did I happen 
to pick the word, “Breakfast” out of those hodgepodge mishmashings of syllables? 
One of us (I’m not sure exactly who, but I’m glad it was someone) tried a feeble, 
“Yes?” and that seemed to pacify the 
mysterious voice into letting out an 
“ARRREACHT!” (which sounded pretty 
agreeable). Silence. Blessed and absolute. 
The memories took a little while to sink 
back into proper focus for closer scrutiny 
by your humble narrator, but once unblur- 
ried by the cozy blanket of confusion lain 
upon me by the insufficient sleep time of 
4 the previous evening, | made more sense 
m of the situation. We were still in 
Aberdeen, Scotland, and it was breakfast 
time. Either we were going to be eating 
breakfast, or we were going to be cooking 
the breakfast, or we were going to BE the 
breakfast...but the voice that had shouted 
through the door had definitely had some- 
thing to say upon the topic of breakfast, of 
that I was almost positive. The “Crazy 
Moonman Language” was in full effect, and apparently even “Moonier” the fur- 
ther north we journeyed. So Thor & I readied ourselves for the potential ordeal 
which awaited us opposite the safety of our closed, locked door. As dramatic as it 
all sounds, we really did have a wonderful breakfast, and our loud “alarming 
clock” was a very nice man with a great many bad tattoos in various states of fad- 
ing away. I feel bad that I forgot his name, but I considered myself fortunate to be 
understanding even a third of the words he rattled off to me. We soon afterwards 
checked out and took a side trip to the train station to see when the next train to 
Inverness would be. As we had a couple of hours to kill, we stowed our gear in 
one of the station’s lockers and thought we’d check out the nearby Aberdeen 
Seafarer’s Museum (Hahhhrr, matey!). Of course, we got there too early so Thor 
& I hung out by the docks, watching the big boats shuffle around the harbor ‘til we 
were able to finally gain admittance to the museum. Essentially, the exhibits dealt 
with Aberdeen’s close reliance on the sea from its founding up until the present 
day, displays consisting mainly of ship miniatures and old photographs and paint- 
ings. We did also get to see a filmstrip about Aberdeen’s current involvement in 
offshore oil-drilling...it was free and kept us occupied for a good deal of time, but 
they didn’t have enough stuff about pirates, dammit! We caught our train to 
Inverness and reached town about 1:30 PM. Weather report? Raining and 
cold...standard Highlands weather, it would seem. We picked a random direction 
on the busy street directly outside the station and ended up stopping at “The 
Phoenix Pub” along the way to nowhere. I purchased a Guinness for Thor and a 
“Sweet Stout” for myself which was way too nauseating for me to finish more 
than a couple of mouthfuls of (one of those sickening mixtures of bittersweet- 
ness—and I will always have the ability to summon the memory of its taste. Bleah). 
While Thor was relaxing with his pint, and I was trying to ignore mine, | brought 
out my Frommer’s “Scotland & Wales on $50 a Day” book to rustle up informa- 
tion on cheap places to stay in the area. As it tums out, the very first place we 


called from the nearby “Safeway” pay phone (Yeah! Safeway! The same grocery 
store you'll find in California, Washington, and SCOTLAND? But not in 
Illinois...) was available. So here we are at the “Amatola Bed & Breakfast”. Kind 
of a walk from the downtown area, and across the River Ness (leading to Loch 
Ness, of monstrous fame), but not too pricey. The lady who owns the house and 
runs the place is really nice- not pretend nice like the people at the place we stayed 
at in Edinburgh. After settling in, Thor & I went for a little walk into town. Looked 
at overpriced kilts at a tourist shop where one could also purchase heather seeds. 
It’s been really cold and miserable, though, so our spirits have been a bit damp- 
ened, I’m afraid. Ended up back at the Bed & Breakfast early, and more or less 
called it a day of rest. Catnapped much. The plan is to stay for two nights, and it 
looks like we'll be taking a Loch Ness Boat tour in the morning. 


I would have made this entry last night, but I’ll be honest- we didn’t make it home 
until way late, and the condition in which we found ourselves can best be 
described as “stumbling drunk”. So I’ll fill you in on what I DO remember... We 
started out the day with a hearty Scottish Breakfast, dining with two British 
wotkMEN types and a Japanese student who had just finished his semester at, of 
all places- U.I.C! But when he found out that we were from the Chicago area, he 
instantly had to mention basketball, dammit! “How ‘bout those Bulls, eh?” There’s 
just no escape. None at all. So after the completion of our meal, we took a walk to 
“The Balnian Museum of Highland Music” where we sort of split up, Thor taking 
a walk through Invemess (a much nicer thing to do today as opposed to yesterday, 
since the weather had cleared up to be sunny and warmer than usual), and me actu- 
ally paying the £3 to get into the museum, since Celtic music is something I’m a 
little more interested in than Thor is. The displays were really mostly all listening 
stations where headphones plugged in and the museum-goer could select different 
tunes dealing with various themes. On a board in front of the listener were descrip- 
tions (and sometimes stories) of what was being listened to. Very unique presenta- 
tion, but I found that I had to move several times because the cleaning lady kept 
following me around with a vacuum cleaner (hint?) which created great difficulties 
with my enjoyment of the exhibits. I did meet a rad lady named Mary who let me 
try my hand (well...my lungs, really) at a set of bagpipes! I should add at this time: 
Ever since I was a wee laddie, I’ve always been enchanted by the distinctive, lone- 
ly wail of the Highland bagpipes. Thus, I’ve always had an urge, a calling Gf you 
will) of almost religious proportions to learn to play them. Until now, this had 
been a distant, seemingly unattainable goal... So it’s necessary to understand that 
this was a pretty big deal for me. I was forewamed that the pipes were really old, 
and most of the reeds were cracked, but I was welcome to try and get some kind of 
sound out of them... Wellll, the sound (noise, really) I was able to produce was 
akin to something an “opera cow” might make: Low, loud, and generally dismal; 
a lot like: “MAAAWWWWRRRRRRR!” Not all that encouraging, to be sure, 
although Mary did say that I had been able to get more sound out of them than 
most people. She even asked if I was an athlete or a singer! Being really neither at 
this point in time, I took it as a good omen that I’m DESTINED to leam the bag- 
pipes...sure, when I can afford to buy some (they ain’t be cheap, I assure ye which 
doubts my words of wisdom). I was proud. Further conversation with Mary drew 
from me a desire that Thor & I had discussed about seeing some of the smaller 
Scottish Islands off the western coast. She proceeded to write down a bunch of 
places we should be sure not to miss, and was even kind enough to jot their pho- 
netic pronunciations alongside for our unaccustomed American convenience. 
Around this time, I spotted Thor waiting patiently outside the museum, so I 
thanked Mary, said farewell, and met my pal outside. We took the scenic route to 
the area upon the Caledonian Canal where our Loch Ness Boat Tour would be 
departing. After minimal confusion, we found the right place and purchased our 
tickets. Killed some time sitting alongside the canal, watched a large boat hold up 
motorist traffic when the bridge which blocked its progress had to be moved. Hung 
out and enjoyed the beautiful day. Eventually, the boat did arrive, and we were 
able to board. Taking our places right up front at the outside bow, we embarked 
upon our fate-filled sea journey to the mystery-filled, murky expanse of the great 
Loch Ness. Playing a rousing seafaring song to rile up the passengers and get us all 
into “the mood”, the captain was surprised to discover that we all found great 
humour in his efforts and laughed aloud, instead (it was a really BAD song). 
Bundling up, since it had gotten much colder this close to the water, we sailed, 
sailed, sailed for what seemed like an etemity along the canal and through locks 
before actually reaching the vastness of Loch Ness. The wind picked up and 
chilled us even further as we sailed for quite a long time more, and then- Thor 
pointed out what seemed to be a slender, reptilian neck with a tiny, snakelike head 
perched atop it breaking the water’s surface getting bigger and bigger as we 
watched in stunned silence. Indeed, before our very eyes the “Monster” came right 
up to the boat and scrutinized us with its cold, stoic gaze. Sensing its hunger, I fed 
the beast my remaining supply of Apple Pop-Tarts, and to such a generous dona- 
tion, it happily grunted what I could only interpret as a “Thank You!” and dove 


down back to the black waters of the Loch... We docked at the ruins of Urquhart 
Castle (the castle overlooking the part of Loch Ness where the monster is most 
often seen) and the boat dropped us off for a bit of sightseeing to eventually meet 
with the bus which would take us to the “Loch Ness Museum” and then home. I 
thought the castle was pretty cool, although Thor was less impressed. Scenic walk 
through sheep dung minefield to reach the stairs upwards toward the old feller 
playin’ away on the bagpipes and our bus. Our driver was a quiet sort, but get him 
behind the wheel of a moving vehicle and WHOAH! Sped along the narrow road 
bordering the Loch to the Loch Ness Museum in Drumnadrochit, clenching my 
teeth and digging my fingers into the interior of the seat before me. Thor slept. The 
museum was okay. Just sort of a narrative of the area’s “Monstrous” history. 
Unattended youngsters made a good enough amount of noise to distract us from 
getting anything out of the exhibit. Scary ride back to downtown Invemess, where 
we grabbed a meal of fish & chips from an establishment called “Chippies”. And 
then Thor & I realized that it was a Thursday night-the night that we would usual- 
ly make our weekly visit to the pub near my house back home “in the states”... 
Sooooo0, we were off! Wound up at a place called “The Academy”, a sort of 
younger person’s type pub (which had a big sign proclaiming “Disco at 8:30"!). 
From what I remember, we had a great deal of fun (8 or 9 pints of Guinness dis- 
torted the exact images I am at liberty to extract from my memory banks). Started 
out with a cheaper, weaker pint of local Bitter, but fell back on the true and tested 
Guinness for maximum results. Thor got directions to a nearby tattoo parlor from a 
young lady who was showing off a new piece of work upon her arm (As he had 
been mentioning his desire to get another tattoo while on our trip). I met a few 
people, one of them being a girl named Michelle from Dublin (a future point in our 
joumeys if at all possible) who was pretty cool... except that she accidentally broke 
Thor’s starlog when I tried to interview her on the hot n’ happening “disco” floor. 
Whoops. Thor was able to reactivate it with a few minor repairs, so no real harm 
done. I tried to make numerous requests to the DJ, but he smiled a lot and had to 
remind me that I was “In Invemess, Scotland, not Chicago!” Having not heard of 
almost all the stuff I was asking about. Settled for THE POGUES version of “Insh 
Rover”, during which Thor & I jumped around a whole bunch and irritated a great 
many people. Good bit of fun, that was! Eventually, the pub was ready to close 
with or without our consent, so we groggily stumbled outside. Waited for a little 
while to see if Michelle (the only person either of us had spoken to for more than 2 
minutes) was yet to come out, but she had apparently left before us. So we stum- 
bled a bit farther, vaguely aware of the fact that we had a good mile or two to 
meander in our current drunken state to find our way to our safe, warm beds, when 
we happened upon a group of about twenty young adults huddled around a comer, 
singing some festive (drinking?) songs. Thor walked past, seemingly (and most 
probably) oblivious to our surroundings, but I paused to pull a young man aside to 
inquire as to what song they were singing. He DID answer (after being assured 
that I wouldn’t hurt him-I guess I was in a pretty frightful state, being wide-eyed, 
drunken, and sunbumed from our earlier excursion upon The Loch), but his 
answer somehow escapes me at this point in time. From within this group of peo- 
ple we were introduced to a Jose Cuervo toting lass who offered us sips of which 
we did partake... Blearch! And some of her friends, as well. We all chatted about a 
variety of things (and it would seem that our inebriated state allowed us to speak 
and comprehend “Moonman” a whole lot more easily! Strange international Jan- 
guage enhancer is booze). The bus everyone was awaiting eventually did arrive, 
but not before THE MAN politely advised the boisterous gathering to please halt 
their LOUDLY VOCAL merrymaking, as persons in the surrounding buildings 
were trying to sleep. Everyone said, “Oh, yeah, sure! we'll quiet down offishurrr! 
Hic!” So they left. But before THE MAN had gotten even a block away, the 
merriment once again commenced. I suspected this was a fairly common occur- 
rence in this community, because THE MAN just casually backed up his car and 
addressed the assembly once again in a firmer (but no less polite) manner. The 
message was this: “NO! You REALLY have to be quiet! People are trying to 
SLEEP! It’s VERY late right now, and you’ll REALLY have to be QUIET!” This 
time, the group complied with the “request”, and there was no more trouble. 
People aren’t allowed to own guns in the U.K., and even the police don’t carry 
them, so maybe they have to rely on subtlety a little bit more than American cops 
do. I dunno. I just know that firm words were enough to calm a loud mob of 
cheery youths. No arrests were made, and nobody seemed that put out by the rea- 
sonable command for silence. Thor and I stumbled back to the B & B...a very 
impressive feat considering that we could only very barely walk. Or think. Or 
speak. But, OH! Did we sing into the frosty air, propping one another up in merry 
reciprocal helpfulness. And then we SLEPT. 


TO BE CONTINUED IN THE NEXT EXCITING ISSUE OF THE UNDERDOG ZINE. 
SEE WHAT LIES AHEAD FOR OUR HEROES IN THE LAND OF SCOTS... 


BUFFY AND SISSY'S 
FASHION CONNAISSANCE 


BUFFY AND SISSY 
PLAINTIFFS 
CLAIM THAT DEFENDANT TOTALLY WRECKED THEIR ‘DO’S 
SUING FOR: $1500.00 


ZIA 
DEFENDANT 
ACCUSED OF HAIR MALPRACTICE 


What you are witnessing is real. The participants are not 
actors. They are actual litigants with a case pending in an 
Illinois municipal court. 


DUHN DUHN 


Both parties have agreed to dismiss their court cases and 
have their disputes settled here.... 


In our forum... 
The People’s Court! 


~ DOUG: Hello, I’m Doug Llewellyan and 
this is The People’s Court. Today we have 
the case of “Lambada: The Forbidden 
Hair”. The plaintiffs claim that their “do’s 
were totally wrecked by the Lambada 
Hair Studio. However, the defendant 
claims that she gave them exactly what 
they wanted. She is accused of CREAT- 
ING THE FORBIDDEN HAIR. Now let’s 
join the litigants in the courtroom. 
JUDGE WAPNER: I know you’ve been 
sworn in and I have read the complaint. 
Now you say that your ‘do’s were | 
wrecked? ea 
BUFFY: That’s RIGHT. Totally wrecked, your Honor. It’s 
amazing I could get in the car with my bangs ten feet in the 
air. 

JUDGE WAPNER: Just answer the question. Do you have 
a receipt, Miss? 

BUFFY: Yes. (Shuffles through papers.) Come get it, 
Rusty! (to bailiff) 

JUDGE WAPNER: (looks at receipts) It says here that the 
two haircuts cost $60. What is the $1500 for? 


SISSY: (jumps up) We would have sued for more but that’s 
all you can get in small claims court! 

JUDGE WAPNER: No! You’re not answering the ques- 
tion! 


SISSY: Well! Someone got up on the grumpy side of the 
bed this morning! 

JUDGE W: Who are you? Do you have something to do 
with this case? 

SISSY: I’m Sissy, the other victim of that girl’s hair man- 
gling! 

JUDGE W: Fine, fine. Back to the $1500. How did you 
arrive at that figure? (looks over reading glasses) 

BUFFY: (exasperated) We told you! We couldn’t sue for 
more! 

JUDGE W: You can’t sue for $1500 
because you feel like it! It has to reflect 
the total damages which I only see as 
$60. 

BUFFY AND SISSY: MENTAL 
ANGUISH!!! 

SISSY: Buffy could barely comb her 
bangs down enough to wear her pink pill- 
box hat with lovely polka dot netting. 
Mental anguish! 

JUDGE W: (obviously irritated) OK, let 
me hear the story from the beginning. 
ZIA: (cracking gum) I’ll tell you! These 
girls are liars and they don’t care ‘bout nobody but them- 
selves! 

JUDGE W: Ma’am, I am not talking to you. You’ll have 
your chance to speak in a moment, 


BUFFY: Yeah, shut your big fat frosted lipsticked mouth! 
SISSY: Yeah, Dippety-Do Breath! 


JUDGE W: Ladies! Settle down! Now, (points 
at BUFFY) You start. 


BUFFY: It all started one fateful morning. We 
made the totally grave error of going to the 
Lambada Hair Studio. 


(SILENCE) 


JUDGE W: And?... 


BUFFY: You don’t have to get snappy! As I was saying 
before I paused dramatically, we went to the Lambada Hair 
Studio and THAT GIRL, and I don’t mean Marlo Thomas, 
wrecked our hair! 

JUDGE W: (yelling) I understand that! I under- 
stand that! What did she DO to your hair?! 
ZIA: I did not wreck their hair, your Honor. 
JUDGE W: I’1l talk to you in a minute! 


SISSY: I?ll tell you the whole story. I even have 
pictures. Come fetch, Rusty! 

JUDGE W: Young lady, the bailiff is not a dog. 
Do not tell him to fetch! 

SISSY: (rolling her eyes) Yeah, whatever. As you can tell 
from the pictures, Zia the Hair Butcheress ratted and lac- 
quered our bangs so high they looked like the Berlin Wall. 
BUFFY: We had MALL HAIR!!! 

SISSY: Half of my hair cracked off when 
I was getting into the car! Then she took 
the rest of our hair and pulled it in pony- 
tails on the side of our heads! We looked 
like we should be wearing horizontally 
striped socks up to our knees, bubble gum 
lip gloss, and roller skates!! 


JUDGE W: (grimacing at before and after 
pictures) Now what kind of style did you 
ask Ms. Zia for? 


BUFFY: Well, your Honor, NOT THIS!! 


JUDGE W: You’re not answering the 
question! ! 


BUFFY: Geez, isn’t he grouchy, Sissy? 

What we wanted, your Honor, was one of those fabby ‘do’s 

that all the smart punks in Italy have. The latest from 

Milan! 

JUDGE W: (looks at ZIA) Is that what they said they want- 

ed? 

ZIA: No, your Honor. They said they wanted to experiment 

and told me to do what I wanted. 

SISSY: Liar! Liar! Your droopy spandex butt is on fire!! 

BUFFY: Right. Like we’d ask you to create a ‘do for us! 
JUDGE W: You had your chance to talk already!!! 


ZIA: I did what they wanted and they’re just trying 
to get out of paying for it. They looked happy. 


BUFFY: It was disgust. 
SISSY: It was dismay! 
BUFFY AND SISSY: It was SOOOOO GROSS! 


JUDGE W: If I have to tell you two to again not 
to speak out of turn, I’ll have Rusty remove both of you 
from the courtroom! 


BUFFY AND SISSY: Rusty, if you come near us, we’ll 

mace you. Don’t think we won’t! 

JUDGE W: Don’t threaten the bailiff. How long have you 

been a hair stylist, Zia? 

ZIA: Seventeen wonderful years, your Honor. Oh, and 

also... 

JUDGE W: I’ll be back with my decision in a moment. 

(slumps off) 

DOUG: We’ll take a short break while 

Judge Wapner makes his final decision. 
(COMMERCIAL BREAK) 


JUDGE W: (sits down) We wasted a lot of time 
on this case. It’s obvious that the plaintiffs’ hair 
was destroyed. However, the plaintiffs did not 
make it clear what they wanted and they are 
very annoying. The sum of money they asked for was 
absolutely ludicrous, so I see in favor of the plaintiffs for 6 
cents. 


DOUG: Well, that wraps up the case of 
“Lambada: The Forbidden Hair”. Let’s 
talk to the plaintiffs as they leave the 
courtroom. How does it feel to win just 6 
cents? 

BUFFY: How do you think, you big 
Poohbutt!! (hits Doug over the head with 
a smart, beaded bag) 

SISSY: You have no upper lip and you 
look like Rick Astley’s father! (hits Doug 
over head with an equally smart, beaded 
bag) 

DOUG: (dazed) If you’ll step in the back, 
they have papers for you to sign. And 


c 


remember, don’t take the law into your own hands. Take 
‘em to The People’s Court. (falls over and faints) 


THE END 


Well, kiddies, this is Buffy and Sissy and we hope you 
learned a few things from this. One, Judge Wapner is as 
grouchy in person as he is on TV. Two, the system is fucked 
up. And three, it is better to take the law into your own 
hands! 


NOTE: Buffy and Sissy have not been seen or heard from 
since the day of their harrowing court experience. 
However, rumor has it that they’ve turned into vigilantes 
with traces of their stylish FUCK-SHIT-UP graffiti adorn- 
ing walls throughout Chicago. We here at Underdog 
are very worried. If you have any information on 
the whereabouts of Buffy and Sissy, please call our 
1-800 number or Robert Stack. 


Thank you—Underdog Posse 
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BONse Poo GO? at TTA LUNCH 


With the advent of summer comes the 
disappearance of many of those punk-type 
people who populate our recipe column. So that 
means no new vittles. Cook something you 
already know how to make. But before you do, 
make sure to take our snazzy nutrition quiz. 


1. Coriander is: . 
a. A bowl with holes in it used to drain 
vegetables 
b. The new guitarist in the Vindictives 
c. Cilantro 
d. A special Mexican cinnamon ice cream 


2. TorF: Bread can only grow one kind of mold. 


3. Popcorn was invented by: 
a. The Italians 
b. Native Americans 
c. Swiss Miss Girl 
d. Orville Reddenbacher 


4. The reason you buy Grape Nuts is: 
a. The taste 
b. You want to stay regular 
c. They go great with yogurt 
d. The Bollweevils action figure set that 
comes free with every marked box of Post 
Grape Nuts cereal 


5. If train A is leaving Chicago for Madison 
heading towards Taco Bell, and train B is heading 
towards Kalamazoo for Burger King, which trains’ 
passengers will get a more nutritionally balanced 
meal? 


6. T or F: The Frugal Gourmet tells us that the 
Chinese invented the sandwich. Is he right? 


7. Tor F: Crookneck and white pattypan weigh 
in at about 30 calories per cup when cooked. 


8. You eat one fried felafel. You go toa 
Screeching Weasel show—how many calories do 
you burn off? 

a. None, you stood outside and smoked a 

cigarette 

b. Between 1-100 

c. Between 200-250 

d. Between 300-1000 


ANSWERS: 


re 

2. F (although it doesn’t normally grow the “hair” 
variety that grows on strawberries) 

3. B 

4.D 

5. Taco Bell because we hate those dumb 
Burger “I looooove this place” King commercials 
ST 

a 

8. Depends on the individual and her/his activity 
and metabolism | 


POINTS: 


8-10 You’re a Culinary wizard, a swell egg! Keep 
on cookin’! 


5-7 Well, you know where the kitchen is located 
in your house, but you have to learn to do more 
than play with the ginsu knives. 


1-4 Cooking is not your forte, or maybe you were 
just having a bad test day. At least you got the 
Grape Nuts question right...Didn’t you? 


Quiz designed by Jeanette and Nikki 
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“Pah T. 
Stains” 
Gets A 


| Better... 


Main stream magazines are weak on content, full of ads and hype, and even at discount subscription rates don't ever 
seem to be worth the cost. Personally, I subscribe to two magazines, and both are generally disappointments. However, I 
do receive more magazines than I subscribe to. From time to time, being the apparent butt of someone's idea of a joke, I 
have received bogus subscriptions at my apartment addressed to names like "Miss Douggie Ward," etc. I would receive 3 
or 4 issues, until notices would start appearing that threatened legal action unless "Miss Douggie" made good on the 
Better Homes and Gardens subscription. Magazines also would arrive at my house representing the desperate attempt of 
magazine companies to re-capture the interest of former subscribers who used to live in my apartment. They would send 


B16-2 L 34686111 
#BZNBCBV 
#3591387042# 

PAH T STAINS 

605 T ST 

SACRAMENTO CA 95814 


34686111958216 


"freebie" copies and then ask for a payment towards a subscription. I guess they send magazines out to anyone for any 


reason. 


It seems as if a friend of mine in Sacramento, CA has the same problem. He and his roommates receive all sorts of 
stuff addressed to people who no longer live at their address (or never did.) He sent the following list of names of 
subscribees, with an occasional explanation or mention of the publication it's associated with. All of these names have 
received mail—for real. This is no bit of fiction, it is real life! He suggests that if you'd like to send any magazines or 
books or CDs or collector plates, send them to: : 


605 T St., Sacramento, CA 95814. ([f you don't get something, try reading it aloud.) 


Abby Vanburen Charles Nelson Reilly E. Coli 
Adolph Hitlerstein Collette LePeotte E. Norm Uspnus 
Amber Schwartz Garcia some dumb arty magazine Enuresis Murphy 


Barbie Magazine. She's a local missing 


Confuenzame Soyun Genocolojiste 


Enuresis is the technical name for 


girl who had lots o' media hype poorly translated (and run together) bed-wetting 
Ann Landers Spanish for Trust me, I'ma Fokker Triplane 
———— Gynecologist : 
Anton LeVey Gone Liew Gigan-or 
Mr. Head o' the Satanic Church ne Se was supposed to be Gigantor 
Lc, Pee Copra Philia Pata Vikas 
Apat O'Saurus - : ; at z Glory Hunter 
Dincesar books: That's lie new that's technical for "shit-eater," bub Hair OWynn 
scientific name for Brontosaurus Cutcha Face oR 
Ava Godrosnumber Darby Otoole rad teach Sa 
6.02x10E23, lame chemistry "joke" one o' the first-about 6 months old and Hasid Qzxwkpdwfzxvjpx 
B.A Rerraches Dick Burns hearing aids and colored contact lenses 
Mr. T of the "A-Team" Black Belt Herve Villachez 
Baten tame Don Trump / Laws and Stuff life insurance info for a large 
es eee a page Re ATS corporation 
Bob Azlebub pots oe oe 
nr Deliverance commemorative plate Holden R. Peters 
Branch Davidian collection LP. Freely 
Buk Thefe Dr. Jack Kevorkian, MD Tbatz Tabia 
for mail order books Scientific American Ruskie for "Fuck you" 
Capt. 9's and the Knickerbocker Trio Duhrty Cog Sucker 


gift sub from Stan Atkinson 


Ima Geek 
Penthouse 


Imin Nambla 


Jack Daniels 
Southern Living 


Jack Kerouac 


Jay Silverheels 
the actor who played Tonto for a Wild 
West video 


Jennifer Feinman 
Horse Illustrated 


Jim Henderson 

Jim Jones Ministries 
religious stuff 

Joe Schmoe ~ 


Joe Mama 
Parents Magazine 


John D. Rockefeller 


John Glenn 
Warplanes Card 


John Wayne Gacy 
Children's Fund to sponsor poor 
American boys 


John Wilkes Boothe / Lincoln Pest 
Exterminators 


Johnny B. Goode 
Jon Thomas 


Julia Childs 


LaToya Washington 


Lee Harvey Kennedy 
Lee Harvey Oswald 


"Leam to be a Gun Pro in Your Own 
Home" 


Les Doo Smack 


“PSHLV STAINS 
as TS 
SACRAMENTO CA %H14 


If you wish to pay by credit card, 
fill out below: 


SS nie =O 


QO: o4 
VISA men 


CARD# 


_ EXF DATE O 


INVONGE 


vaca. lrg 
BC 


upon receipt 
Include acct fon chevk 


Lil Joes 
Little Hu 
Dr. Seuss character 


(Horton Hears a Hu) 
ordered Dr. Seuss books and bookrack 


Lord Bill 
Mai Bung Hurtz 


Margaret Pellie 
Stan Atkinson's trusty sidekick also got 
a gift sub 


Michelle Jones / Circulation Director 
for Sassy (that's the name signed on 
Sassy bills sometimes, of course, we got 
a bill from her, to her) 


Moe Howard 
Mr. Sadam Izer Okids 
Mr. T- 


Nguyen Schwartz 

GI slang for the Viet Cong 
Nipsy Trickle 

black 48DD bra 
Open Wound Jackson 


Pah T. Stains 
was supposed to be “Pan T. Stains" 
Patrick MacLeprekan 


Patrick Purdy 
got a certificate of appreciation from the 
NRA—also killed kids in a Stockton CA 
schoolyard 


Paul Bearer 
Peter Sperms 


Pilt Downman 
for archeology books (the Piltdown Man 
was a forgery of a prehistoric fossil that 
fooled lots o' people early this century 
and set science back a few years) 


( OMPLETE te 


4 iT PKG 
SHIPPING: HANDLING 


SA 
cu RRENT SHIPMENT 
PAY THIS AMOUNT 


Pinky Val Gina 

PP Stayne 

Pupu Pantz 

Ren Stumpy 

Reverend Fuckyouintheass 
Rollie Pollie Jollie 

Rosey Palms 


Sal Monella 
Discover 


Sally Fields 


Sam Berkowitz 
"Son of Sam" killer — Guns & Ammo 


Sandy Duncan 


Seymour Butz 
got a nice Publisher's Clearing House 
notice from this one 


Shaft Hair 

Sheep Fukker 

Shemp Howard 

Shoh Whiat 

Sirhan Sirhan / Kennedy Exterminators 
Smorga Bob 

Sodomy Law 


Sopwith Camel 


Stan Atkinson 
local news Anchor, sent him gift subs 


Tito Vonholtzer 


Fighting Jets 


Tootles Stein 

Trouts R Us 

Uber Mensch / California Uber Alles 
Yu N Hu 

Yurmoms Stackt 


es Hatt z Wallis 


‘EST IeY 


OR PROBLEM ences WRITE 
VICE 


CUST OMER S 
CAMP HILL, rt trond 


cowmuett Chi “pte 


Charge this and 
future shipments 
Charge Uus 
stupment only 


Thank you for your order. 


Part of your order 1s out of stock 
now. New stock should arnve soon 


34686111 
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801543 2 359138704 6015436263 


CURRENT SHIPMENT 
PAY THIS AMOUNT 915.43 


NRO 
SHIPPING. HANDLING $8.40 +40 


$15. 83 


Quality Paperback Bk Clb 
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UMUDERDOG RELEASES 


THE BOLLWEEVILS 
“Ripple EP” 7" 
$3.00 


‘fs| Their second release on Underdog 
which has tight music and insightful 
lyrics. 


SELF HELP MANTRA 
Self Titled Debut 7" 
$3.00 


Music for the mind and the soul with a 
strong rhythm section, unique guitar | 
lines and expressive vocals. 


Bh | MM ACHTUNG CHICAGO ZWEI! 
"= Chicago area comp. LP/CD 
$7.00/$8.00 


The sequel to the 1989 comp, “Achtung Chicago”. Includes 
16 Chicago area bands, and the CD includes volume #1, for a 
¢* total of 29 songs from 29 bands including: TRENCHMOUTH, 


SCREECHING WEASEL 
“Radio Blast” 7" 
$3.00 


“If only their latest LP was as strong as this” Ee 
said MRR. An excellent 2-song 7 inch, F** 
unlimited edition on burgundy vinyl. (Not part of 
the original limited edition 2000 on black vinyl) 


THE BOLLWEEVILS 
“Disassembler EP” 7" 
$3.00 
The first Underdog release with this 
power-pop meets NAKED RAYGUN 
grind band. Stronger than ever. 


8 BARK | 
“Structurally Sound” LP/CD fiaay 
$7.00/$8.00 


The 3rd release from 8 Bark, 12 full-on hard 
edged tunes with characteristic duel male- 
female vocals. A full 32-page booklet of lyrics 
and photos is included. CD includes The Big e 
Wheel 7" to make a total of 16 tracks. STRUCTURALLY SOUND 


UNDERDOG RELEASES 


8 BARK 
“The Big Wheel” 7" 
$3.00 


1 4 songs. Their 2nd release, more 
1 male-female vocals & aggressive 
41 drive, released 1991. Currently into 
| its third pressing. 


ESKIMO NATION 
“Immunization2everything” 7" 
$3.00 


Catchy melodies and roaring guitars 
with a D.C. edge. 4 songs. This 
band’s first release, 1991. 


KITES ARE FUN 
Shaggy/Eskimo Nation Split 7" 


Two tunes each from SHAGGY, a 
Syracuse, NY band, and U-Dog’s 
ESKIMO NATION. East vs. Mid-west. 


DEAD STEELMILL 
“It's All Over” 7" 
$3.00 


Breakneck hardcore meets working 
anthems from the rust belt. 7 tunes 
in all. 


8 BARK 
“Twelve” 7" 


$3.00 


5 songs. Their 1st release, featuring the 
original line-up. Tight songs of 
impressionistic frustration, released 1990. 


TASTY BUSH Foy 
“Fuck Work” 7" Eat 
$3.00 \ 


A joint release with Detroit's BOB 
Records. Mayhem from a guitar, @ 
distorted bass, and a drum machine. 
A desymbolist demystification. 


UNDERDOG RELEASES 


SPONGETUNNEL 
“Morons & Monsters” LP/CS 
$7.00 


A merge of two of Chicago's garage 
punk greats, SPONGE and 
FUDGETUNNEL. Mostly silly, 
raunchy, and ocaasionally folky. 


FRIENDS OF BETTY 
“Blind Faith Il” CS only 
$7.00 


Before there was RED RED MEAT Bf 
there was F.0.B. Emotion and §& 
grunginess and art. é 


RELI DIIOOD EDs UMA TURE My 


366K YOUR GWA FUCKIN’ UFE 


D.I.Y. resource Guide 
$3.00 


‘| A joint project by U-Dog and 
MAXIMUMROCKNROLL, 156 pages of punk 
>" 22] listings from the whole of North America 
2-4 and the World. Promoters, Bands, Zines, 

ec fiys Radio Stations, crash pads. It's all here. 
De ESE. Rescuace cuit 


UNDERDOG ZINE #6 
Fall 1993 
$1.00 


Underdog's quarterly zine of stories, 
opinions, humor. A trip to Scotland, 
Dear Alpo..., Shackin' at O'Hare. 
8 1/2"x 11", 32 pgs. 


#... = UNDERDOG ZINE #5 
aan Summer 1993 
a , $1.00 


ee Sex stories, a BOLLWEEVILS 
‘joes, interview, trip through Hell w/Sammy 


ay cook abet 


' Davis. 8.5"x11", 32pgs. 
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UUDERDOG RELEASES 


UNDERDOG ZINE #4 
Winter 1992 
$1.00 


Comics, and more slice-of-life writings 
and sick thoughts. 5.5"x8.5", 68 pgs. 


UNDERDOG ZINE #3 
Fall 1992 
$1.00 


Article on Junk artist Tyree Guyton of 
Detroit. Recipes of the Stars, 
comics. 5.5"x8.5", 68 pgs. 


UNDERDOG ZINE #2 
Summer 1992 
$1.00 


4 LOS CRUDOS interview. Travel 
stories. Fashion tips. Ben Weasel's 
movie reviews. MRR said “U-Dog 
@ Zine#2 was the best zine of the 
@ summer!” 5.5"x8.5", 102 pgs. 


UMDERDOG 
UNDERDOG ZINE #1 [es 
Spring 1992 
$1.00 


8 BARK tour diary, horrorscopes, and 
cheap motel reviews. The zine that 
started it all. 5.5"x8.5", 68 pgs. ; 


NON U-DOG RELEASES 


2 dL: = |. i peeeeneeeeeeteas comments bres Tyeertere Fier 
AF LOI td vis ccsn tgs ns noses. sno-vQgapieaceans cs. 
88 FINGERS LOUIE-self t........... eee eeeeeeeeee goes 
ANGRY KIDS/CABAL-split ...................05 LP... 
ANTISCHISM-This is War..............:csseccesees ae 
APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN- Strikes Ba... ...7". 
APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN-Punish............ CS 
APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN-The Kingpin.....7" . 
BHOPAL STIFFS-EPA...............::ccesscseeees 12"EP..; 
BILLINGSGATE-Reach Out .............ce:ee0 fic 
BPART BAST/ALL U CAN-split .................. + 
CAP'N JAZZ- Boys 16 to 18 Year............... i 
CHIA PET-Meha.............::cccceseceseneeeessereees CD 
CII Eo cscde ceca cccoecsnseocoeaetnsasectsnes LP; 
CHINO HORDE self t.............:cesccesseeereeeees * see 
CONSPIRACY OF EQUALS-Feel the ........7". 
COSTES-Lunng Farts .......008.cccccciesscenscareoeees CD 
DEAD SILENCE-Hope................:-cssssseeeeees "gen 
DEMISE-The Essence of Shit ...............es ria 
DIPOLE MOMENT-Carolinaland.................. a 
DOGFIGHT-EFreeze Your Laughing.............. Fm 
DOUBLETHINK-Scars of Our... ...........:0000 ‘zs 
END RESULT-Watd ..............:::ccceseceeseeeeeees LP 
FRATRICIDE-Scream Bloody... bs 
FRICTION-Makeshift ...............::sesscesceseeeees 7" 
FUCK THE BUREAUCRACY-‘selft............. 7: 
GRU GE-BIGIK 5... a. ...cekcccccccteccpevessesccnsscesvene ‘2 
APU IS nv od cs sencnstiscvavaseveutdococesasave CD 
GAUGE-Sothe .......0ciisiecccessvssssnstocasecconcdss LP 
GROUT V/GAUGE-Split .........:.ccccccseeseesseeses 7" 
GROUT VILLACSelf to... cece ceeeseeeseenes ext" 
HEEL-Slipped My Mind ..............:csceeeeeeeees i 
HIELAND SOLO/NO FISH-spl... ................. tog 
ICEBURN-Burn Fall ........ eee ceeeeeeseeeeeee vf 
EO iGo sa isces cates cernsrvivintipoonvens CD 
ee No ciiscnsaxced¥ccaved orsnunacraabudcas LP 
INNER STRENGTH-Lime For Reality........... (a 


LOS CRUDOS/HUASIPUNGO-spilt............. ? bg 
MANNEQUIN HAND-Jow ..............:cecceeeeeens Y Ss 
MEAT PRESS -self t ............:cccesesseeseeereneees th 


NON U-DOG RELEASES NON U-DOG RELEASES 
MEDICINE MAN-Céad Mile Failte.............. 7" 


PD SOT occas ccccksnsss000, Memeeeneacate aes T 
MOB ACTION-Back To The Streets ............ thi V/A-A Kinder Gentler Genocide ................... ii 
NAKED ANGELS-On The Road.............:.... T V/A-Chicago Hardcore Comp.............::ss000 ase 


NATURAL CAUSE-Mess...............0ccccccccceees og V/A-Decline of the W Suburbs ..................... feet 
NO EMPATHY-Ben Weasel Don't... ............ 7" ...200 VIA-Hlope For Us................ccccccsscccccsseseoesenees 


OBLIVION-Eull Blown Grover ...............000 7" ......3.00 V/A-Only the Strong MCMXCIll.............00. 
OBEIVION-PIG dct ............-cssssccectessetitense. Fa icki BBE... .sontnes--fossoeaacies 


QUEERS-Live in Chicago ...............c:ccccceeees Y de 
ROTWEILER TUBE-The Ballad of... ........... DO cect. WERR COWIIOTINEE occ, scsscccsecaccecedsecediendiicwctsa, 
SACHEAD-Our World ............cc cece eee cs VICTIMZ OF SOCIETY-Wicked Rock.........LP.. 


SCREECH WSL/PINK LINC-split ................ t VINDICTIVES-Assembly Line ..................064: 7 ef 
SCREECHING WEASEL-Punkhouse.......... ah VINDICTIVES-Disturbia ..0........ ce eeseeeees oon 


3 SHIVA-SiaHlinGS «4. <....00-.s0cthe.socccscecccstocce : he VINDICTIVES-Invisible Man................cc000006- ee 
SILENCE -SONE tio. tees «ool Ber sees Sacscscesbeaeestes / iy VINDICTIVES-self t ............0.0cccssccosesseoscoeeses ire 
SLUDGEWORTH-What's This? .................. LP VINDICTIVES-This is My Face .................... 7 


SMO POPES/GROOVY L VIBES................ Se VINDICTIVES-Ugly American ............ssss0000 a 
SNAPCAGE eel Ciieccelatics..----2gavpeacseconisseosone WARZONE-Live at CBGB...............cescseeeseees fa 


$S20-Le Meilleur Des Mondes .................... LP WITH AUTHORITY- self t.............0....ccccccceeee F lies 
FARGE T-GOing U0 ooo ic... cscs. -sscdetecocccesse Y : Tl Sa = 
THE FIGHTERS-Give 'em the ... ................. r: 


O R D E R / N G / ON g O 


A Se EE ee ee ee eee en a eM 
All mail prices postpaid within the U.S. Foreign orders add a dollar or two (or 


three or more if you're really far away and want airmail...). Send U.S. funds 
only, only only!!! We ship U.S. things Special 4th Class Rate. Doing this keeps 
our prices down as low as possible. However, Spec. 4th Cl. is sometimes very 
Slow, So be patient. DEAL THING! For every $15 of stuff you order, you pick 
an extra 7" for free! In case we might be out of a selection, feel free to list 
alternate choices. 


write silly letters to us at: 


UNDERDOG RECORDS 
P.O.Box 14182, Chicago, IL 60614 
(312) 772-4545 * FAX (312) 772-9198 
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UNDERDOG RECORDS 
P.O. BOX 14182 
CHICAGO, IL 60614 


